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Did through the eye the melting heart distil,

And the deep knowledge of dark truths so teach,

As sense might judge what fancy could not reach,        20

Must be desir'd for ever.    So the fire

That fills with spirit and heat the Delphic choir,

Which, kindled first by thy Promethean breath,

Glow'd here awhile, lies quench'd now in thy death.

The Muses' garden, with pedantic weeds                      25

O'erspread, was purg'd by thee; the lazy seeds

Of servile imitation thrown away,

And fresh invention planted ; thou didst pay

The debts of our penurious bankrupt age;

Licentious thefts, that make poetic rage                      30

A mimic fury, when our souls must be

Possess'd, or with Anacreon's ecstasy,

Or Pindar's, not their own; the subtle cheat

Of sly exchanges, and the juggling feat

Of two-edg'd words, or whatsoever wrong                    35

By ours was done the Greek or Latin tongue,

Thou hast redeemed, and open'd us a mine

Of rich and pregnant fancy; drawn a line

Of masculine expression, which had good

Old Orpheus seen, or all the ancient brood                   40

Our superstitious fools admire, and hold

Their lead more precious than thy burnish'd gold,

Thou hadst been their exchequer, and no more

They each in other's dust had rak'd for ore.

Thou shalt yield no precedence, but of time,                45

And the blind fate of language whose tun'd chime

More charms the outward sense: yet thou mayst claim

From so great disadvantage greater fame,

Since to the awe of thy imperious wit

Our stubborn language bends, made only fit                50

With her tough thick-ribb'd hoops to gird about

Thy giant fancy, which had prov'd too stout

For their soft melting phrases.   As in time

They had the start, so did they cull the prime

Buds of invention many a hundred year,                     55

And left the rifled fields, besides the fear

To touch their harvest; yet from those bare lands

Of what is purely thine, thy only hands

(And that thy smallest work,) have gleaned more

Than all those times and tongues could reap before.     60